to its last resting-place. Mamma Pavlova walked beside the Professor
and Polina, grieved for poor Petka, insisted on going along with him,
Petka tried to pull himself together, but he walked as though stupefied*
He was thinking how she would have loved such a day. Not the intense
heat of summer nor the icy blasts of winter but a gentle warm kind of day,
so like her own character.
He wished he had been better behaved, he wished he had never sworn
nor blasphemed, he wished he had been more helpful to her, he wished
desperately that he could have had another chance to show her how dearly
he loved her and how he appreciated all she had done for him. Then he
noticed how the Professor was walking . . . slowly, without his buoyant
spring, leaning heavily on Mamma Pavlova's arm, and how his kindly
old face was set in deep lines of sorrow. Tears welled up in Petka's eyes.
Anyhow, he could still look after the Professor. That would be something
for him to do, something for her., something to help fill the awful emptiness
that was destroying his peace of mind.
It was a dejected group which wound its way homewards. Petka could
not bear to look at her empty arm-chair, and dragged it into another room.
Then the empty space where it had stood overcame him. He burst into
teais and rushed away to sob his heart out alone.
** Professor Borodin, dear friend," suggested Mamma Pavlova, tears
in her own eyes, " what can we do to help you ? Shall we take Petka to
live with us ? He and Polina are such good friends. Maybe it would ease
his heart. Or perhaps, as Doctor Kravchenko has suggested, he might
be happier at the Kxavchenko's, as he and Oleg Semyonovitch work
together. It is only in work that one can learn to overcome a personal loss
as well I know* What should we do now ? M
The Professor patted her shoulder gratefully.
** For my part,93 he said,<e I am old, and the remembrance of the many
yean of happiness Elizavetta Petrovna and I have enjoyed together eases
my pain. Then I am better disciplined than our poor Petka and can lose
myself in my research work* Let us ask the lad if he would like to go and
Jive with you or with the Kravchenko's, It will indeed be too lonely in
this empty flat for my high-spirited Petka."
That evening the Professor quietly suggested the proposed plan to Petfcau
For a moment Petka's eyes glared at him, incredulous, hostile, then be
flung himself into the Professor's arms.
** Do you want to get rid of your troublesome Petka, Alexander Mik-
hailovitch ? If you don't want me any more only say the word and I wiD
disappear- But how could I live with anyone eke? Let me stay i&re*
I will look after you as well as I can. I will try to take her place in your
Kfc. Don't you understand that this is my home, my only home ? Let
no